44                     I   GO    WEST
from a promising young man, I became a waster of
my own time and my father's money. I must be
drinking heavily, they said. I was getting too
big for my boots. I was leading an immoral life,
whatever that may mean. In fact 1 was an
undesirable young man whose example must not bo
imitated. There were hardly a handful of people
who still had any faith in me, but even this
number has dwindled, though four people have not
given up. They arc a father, a mother, a sister
and a brother ; but for them Oxford would IIPVCT
have been possible, nnr anything that I mav
do in life.
Oxford was the turning point. It opened my eyes
about India as nothing else had done before. For
hours I used to look through the two great volumes
of the Round Table Conference report and read pages
and pages of evidence. In parts it made interesting
reading, but a great deal of it was dull and
monotonous. The general impression was that
here in England had arrived a handful of Indian
politicians on an expensive picnic party to
mix with English politicians and to fraternise
round the camp tire of a political jamboree,
The so-called respresentatives of India were
selected by the Viceroy, so that only the best
behaved among them were sent out lie re, and
the way those delegates jumped in and out
of morning and evening dress to which they